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	1. Part One

**Disclaimer: I don't own Steven Universe**

**Title: Distant Lights Darken Dreams**

**Summary: In order to survive life as a prisoner in Homeworld, Steven and Connie are forced to fuse, tying their lives to Stevonnie's gem rather than their own need for food and water. Escaping is easy enough, seeing how, as a political prisoner, they were mostly left to themselves. But they've forgotten how to un-fuse. They've lost themselves.**

**Author's Note: Gonna be a three-parter, ya'll. This is just an atmosphere setter.**

**...**

It's been five years, they say. It feels longer. Much, much longer.

They say other things, of course, while they pretend to be sleeping.

"-Looks so thin..." Pearl, fingers fluttering across the bedspread to smooth the wrinkles.

"...How long...?" Amethyst, arms hanging limply by her side.

"Long enough." Garnet; a gem-studded hand touches both their shoulders. Stevonnie hears them jump. "We'll talk in the morning."

She knows, Stevonnie decides, heart sinking. But Garnet just turns and leads them away.

Once they're alone, they can finally sleep.

Stevonnie's forgotten how to dream.

* * *

><p>Things filter in from behind the door, or maybe they imagine it.<p>

"Must have shapeshifted-"

"Human parts are withered-"

"...gem is the only thing-"

"Do they even remember-?"

"-haven't eaten since they disappeared-"

"Are they even capable anymore?"

"We'll find out."

Stevonnie runs a hand over the edge of the thick scar marring their back- they'd wanted to 'find out' as well, but Stevonnie is stubborn, they are- and tried to fall into a deeper rest. Instinct has other plans for them.

* * *

><p><em>Un-fuse<em>, Garnet says, but her voice is so quiet she may as well have mouthed it.

Stevonnie pushes up from the floor, covered in mud. It's storming outside, but they hardly noticed before now. Thin arms are cradling their equally thin shoulders, while more stocky ones are wrapped around their middle. A pale mane drapes itself around them; tears wet their hip. Amethyst is crying.

Long-fingered hands gently take their chin, pulling Stevonnie up to visor level. Garnet, crouched so no one has to move, speaks with the sense of urgency a woman who wants to see her son's face has.

"Stevonnie, you're safe now. It's okay. Un-fuse."

But Stevonnie can only blink at her.

**Author's Note: Garnet has quite the task set before her, I must admit. More on Stevonnie's scars later.**

**-Mandaree1**


	2. Part Two

**Disclaimer: I don't own Steven Universe!**

**Title: Distant Lights Darken Dreams**

**Summary: In order to survive life as a prisoner in Homeworld, Steven and Connie are forced to fuse, tying their lives to Stevonnie's gem rather than their own need for food and water. Escaping is easy enough, seeing how, as a political prisoner, they were mostly left to themselves. But they've forgotten how to un-fuse. They've lost themselves.**

**...**

**Krazyfanfiction1- INDEED!**

**The Keeper of Worlds- Thanks! I certainly hope so!**

**Dalekz Universe- I try. =) I'm not sure exactly where that comes from, but I feel like it fits.**

**Frostbite (April 7)- Thanks!**

**...**

"Let's start this off nice and simple." Garnet says, pulling up a chair to be on their level, as she didn't want to look intimidating. "Are you aware that you're a fusion?"

Stevonnie, perched on the edge of their bed, crosses their arms over their belly, cradling the gem there. "Of course. What else could we be?"

"It's a start." The gem hums, nodding to herself. Stevonnie understood how it felt to be slightly separate, even while together- sometimes, they disagreed with themselves so much they feared they'd just pop apart-, and resists the urge to tell her they know her pain. "Do you remember which parts of your personality belong to which?"

"Is that all we are?" Stevonnie returns fiercely. "Two personalities, squished together?"

"No. But certain pieces of us will always stem back to the sum of our parts." Garnet gestures to them both. "Let's make it easier. Is that yours, or a part of yours?"

She nods to their face, to the scar that cuts neatly down the right side of their cheek, down their neck, then disappears under the cloth; Stevonnie knows it to reach their chest, remembers the pain like it was yesterday.

They reach up to touch the tip of it. "We- we got this as us. But... we weren't together."

"Then who were you?"

Stevonnie furrows their brow thoughtfully. "We were... we had long hair, when it happened. We were- we must've been human, right?"

Quick as a flash, Garnet's hands are on their face. Gentle, but they doubted they could pull away. "Connie. Your name was Connie. Steven Universe and Connie Maheswaran." She says, voice pitched with an intimate sort of horror. "Don't _ever_ forget those names. That's when you're really lost. You can't come back from that."

"Steven and Connie." Stevonnie repeats. Something, like a gleam, is in their eyes. A new energy. "We-_ I_ was Connie."

"Right." The tall gem stiffly sat back in her seat. "How did it happen?"

"A challenge. They... they didn't..." They make a vague sort of notion with a grunt and wave of the hand. "They wanted one half of us, not both. We- Connie- fought to stay."

"And then you got hurt."

"And then I got hurt." They agree, almost dreamily. The use of 'I' was a sort of pronoun they hadn't used in years. Not in such a way. "They locked us in different cells until it healed. We think they feared I was contagious."

"Good. That's one. I can take a guess on that one." Garnet nodded at the scratch across their belly gravely.

"A guard thought we should die. She didn't understand. In her mind, keeping us alive would only cause her diamond more pain. So she went against orders." Stevonnie held up their left arm, showcasing a thin line that went down to their elbow. "Connie got this protecting Steven."

"The guard?"

"Crushed, we think. We were too scared to ask."

Garnet accepts this with a nod. "The more you remember the individual parts, the more whole they become. Any others?"

It's with a great hesitation that Stevonnie turns their back and lifts their shirt up, letting Garnet lightly touch the thick scar there; it looks a lot like an ink smudge, blotting one corner, all the way to the other, from what they can recall. There's not a whole lot of mirrors on Homeworld. At least, the good kind of mirrors. They swore not to touch those.

"Gem Destabilizer." She guesses, a hint of anger making her fingers press down. Stevonnie winces.

"They didn't like that we were together."

"It doesn't affect you when you're apart." She muses.

"In small doses, yeah. It took them hours to get that." They drop the shirt, turning an eye to Garnet over their shoulder. "They wanted to see if they could make us un-fuse."

"That sounds like Homeworld." She agrees.

"They wanted me to _starve_."

"While I'm all for Homeworld gettin' theirs, I highly doubt that." She muses reluctantly. "They probably didn't realize you needed to eat."

Stevonnie bares their teeth but doesn't reply. "We won't un-fuse like that. You can't make us."

"You know that we're not going to make you. These things take time." Garnet soothes, sounding mildly miffed that they believed otherwise. "You're safe here."

Stevonnie pulls their knees up to their chest. They know, logically, that she's right, but emotion rules their being just as much as logic does. "What's gonna happen with Homeworld?"

"Exactly how it was before. Take out the odd scouting ship; we're not worth a big battle fleet or take down."

"But they thought we were worth enough to kidnap." Their brow furrows.

"Of course. They hoped we'd surrender; less of a fuss. But we knew you wouldn't want that." Garnet pauses heavily. "We wouldn't dishonor you like that."

"Not us." They say. "Not Steven and Connie."

**Author's Note: Whelp. I lied. It's probably gonna be a four-parter. =) Next chapter might include Mr. and Mrs. Maheswaran; I'm not sure yet.**

**-Mandaree1**


End file.
